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'WILD BEAST" STORIES.PIECES OF CARPET. OUR YOUNG READERS.PITH AND POINT.

It ioesn't take a bit of meanness

"Well, I did," was tho reply. "Wo
fovnd an owner the same day."

Tho bright eyes of tho boy were wiila
open with surprise.

"When wo en mo to balance our ac

Mr. Forson wore RW&y ho would appear
when tho latter came around and threw
food into tho water. He would gulp
down tho food, all the time- keeping his
eyes fixed on Mr. Forson. If tho sun

TOO LATE.
Shi lice so still the IVroloni dny,

6ho dolh not movo or spoalt;
Tho roses Ion? hayo died awuy

Upon hor dalutj chock.

I npoko her hnrshj yestermorn
llor agonized surprise,

II haunts rno cow nnd for my soorn
The love light In her eyes I

And now each blttor word I said
Accentuates my pain

Each tauat I Iovolcl at tho dead
Has burnt Into my brain.

Who Is wiser? t whoso foot
Must tread an earthly bell?

Or sno who hoars that wclcomo swoet:
--Fair spirit, alliawou?"

Though Clod forgive mo In His grace,
When I havo "crossed tho bar,"

When I shall meet her face to face
llcyond tho morning alar,

I d;wo not think that even there,
Within tho gates of gold

My soul will show to her as fair
As in the days old.

The dear dead days of long 030,
Whoso talo was told abovo,

When In our hoarts wo felt tho glow,
The rosy dawn of love.

Public Opinion.

How a Clever Manager Makes Them lnT
Durable and 1'relty Rugs.

In homes blessed with an attic and a

thrifty "house-mother,- " pieces of car
peting often accumulate too good to
throw away, because new or nearly so,
yet apparently too small to be of any
use. In Germany, that "land of econ
omy," a clever manager hit upon a plan
for utilizing the rcmuants in nor stock,
nnd her experience may afford sugges
tions equally available in this country.
Her material supplied three rugs, each
durable and satisfactory.

For the first and handsomest, tho
best pieces were cut into squares of ex
actly tho same size, six inches. I hen,
with strong black linen thread they
were sewed together on we wrong
side and tho seams, after be-

ing thoroughly dampened, were pressed
smooth with a very hot iron. If this
preliminary work is carefully done th
piece of carpet will be smooth. Draw
in tho center of the rug a largo bouquet
of flowers. This must be something
that is easily worked, so that the va-

rious blossoms will look as though they
were scattered over it, and embroidered
In laid-wor- k according to tho natural
colors of the flowers. Odd bits of zephyi
wool can be used in this way. Th(
scams not concealed by the flowers mnsl
be feather-stitche- tho lines running
lengthwise with dark red, tho cross
ones with dark olive. The effect will
bo pretty to omit the flowers and use
only the feather-stitchin- The rug
should then bo again ironed on the
wrong side and carefully sewed on a

piece ot stout sacking. Tho border ol

the one described was mado of a band
fivo inches wide of black plush.

In the second rug the smaller pieces
were cut into tho shape of fish-scal-

one and one-ha- lf inches wide and two
and one-ha- lf long. The rounding por-

tion must bo cut into 'small points or
coarsely buttonhole stitched to prevent
raveling; sew these with stout thread
on a foundation of two oval pieces oi
sacking, twenty-fou- r inches wide and
thirty inches long. Commence sewing
the scales around tho outer edge, let-

ting each succeeding row everlap the
other two-fifth- s of an inch, and finish
the center with a button.

The pieces remaining after the twe
rugs above described wero made were
cut into strips five or six inches long
and two-fifth- s of an inch wide; fifty
stitches were cast with knitting cotton
on a wooden knitting needle ol

medium size, and a strip of the
cloth was knitted between each stitch
of tho knitting cotton. When ten
skeins had been used, .nearly all the
bits of cloth was exhausted, and the
rug had reached the size its maker de-

sired. It was lined with sacking like
the others. Brussels carpeting could
be made into the first rug only; the
other two would require three-pl- y 01

ingrain, unless the workwoman had
patience enough to bind each of the
piece of the second around the sides
and bottom, overcasting the tops to
prevent raveling. The braid bindings
add to tho beauty of the rug, and the
work can be dono on the sewing ma
chine. Mary J. Safford, in Good House
keeper.

THE SULLEN HAMSTER.

Russians Regard It as an Unsocial Ant
mal.

As the squirrel was said bv the old
.Norsemen to bring all the news of the
animals to Thor, becaase he was the
merriest and most sociable of beasts.
so in tho talk of tho Russian peasants
the hamster is the synonym for all that
is sullen, avaricious, solitary and mo-

rose. Even in color he is unlike an,
other animal, being light above and
dark below. This gives the hamster
somewhat the same incongruous at
pearance that a pair of black trousers
and a light coat lend to a man; in other
respects he is like a large, shaggy
guinea pig, with very large teeth and
puffy cheeks, into which he can cram a

vast qaantity of rye or beans for trans-
port

Each hamster lives in a large, roomy
burrow all by himself, in defense oi
which he will figgt like a badger
against any other hamster who may try
to enter. Family life he wholly avoids,
never allowing a female inside his bur
row, but keeping her at a good distance
and making her find her own living for
herself and family. The last burden is,
however, not a serious one, for by the
time the young ones are three wecke
old each discovers that family life is a
great mistake and sets off to make a

bachelor burrow for itself and save up
beans for the winter. For, in addition
to its other amiable qualities, tho ham
ster has that of avarice in a marked de
gree, and heaps up treasures of corn,
rye, and horse beans far in excess of his
own private wants for the winter. Ilia
favorite plan is to dig a number oi
treasure chambers, all communicating
with a central guard room, in which
the owner eats and grows fat until the
hardest frosts begin, when he curls
himself up to sleep until the spring.

But this life of leisure does not begin
until the harvest has been gathered.
While the crops ai-- e ripening, the ham
sters work incessantly to increase their
hoards, and as much as three hundred
weight of grain and beans have been
taken from a hamster's burrow. After
harvest the peasant's often search with
probes for the treasure chambers of the
robbers, and during the present scarcity
in Central Europe they will no doubt
exact a heavy tribute from the ham
sters stores. Spectator.

Anything for Peace.
Greene I was over to Oldpop's the

other night, and the baby began crying
for the moon.

Cheescman Did they spank tho little
camp?
Greene Not much, thev didn't. Old

pop sent right over to the Stecnth Street
theater and borrowed a property moon
--Puck.

Substantial Credit.
Hobbs I think young Smith deserves

a lot of credit for keeping up so fine an
establishment on so small an income.

Hobbs V ell, he gets it 11m owes
pretty nearly .TCrjloty roni fawq

I

SING HO FOR CONTRARYLAND.

Plnu hoy, sing ho for Contrnrylan
Who'll sail 011 a vpysgo to Contraryland I

The winds are t II steady,
The ship Is all roaily,
Tho cr,rols filling.
Who's willing, who's willing,

To set sail for Contrary land t

And whom shall you And thoro?
Ti-e- mo all of a kind there.
That great fnnious band iu Contraryland,
That all sit In eorneri, liko little Jack Horm-rs- ,

An wait to bo tuiscd Into snying they ro
.

Th sir mouths all droo; down,
Their eyebrows all frown,
ThbV sulk and they rout.
And they whine and they flout,

And they steadily snv,
All the day, all tho day,
"I won't." aud "I can't,"
And "I don't," and "I sha'n't,"
"It's too high," "it's too low,"
"It'S tOO fRRt," "It'S too Slow
For a dweller In Contrarylaud."

FIng hey. sing ho for Contraryland,
Who'll anil on a voyag-- i to Contraryland?

The winds are all steady,
The ship Is all ready,
Tho cargo Is tilling.
Who's willing, who's willing,

To sot sail for Cnntrnryland?
C. R. Tunis, In Youth's Companion'

THE RUNAWAY DOLLAR.

A Lost Coin That Accomplished Two
iiool Missions.

I must say that it was a clear case of
1 dollar a bright, new ono at that
running away from its owner. It came
bounding down' the steps of a great
building one sunshiny day, showing its
rounded edge to the sunbeams and the
date on its face.

"I wonder who lost it!" cried a boy
who happened to see the coin in its
flight; and then ho pounced upon it
and held it up as he mentally calculated
how much it would purchase.

After awhile he looked up at the
building as though he expected to see
someone come out in search of the
runaway, but no one appeared.
IIo could not see how a dollar
could help but bo missed, for with
him dollars were very scarce. - Then he
thought of the vast amount of money
stored in the house, for it was a bank,
and while he looked people came out
appearing well pleased and walked rap-
idly away.

"Please sir, did you lose a dollar just
now?" asked the little fellow, address-
ing one of those who came down the
broad steps.

The man with a good-nature- d face
stopped and looked at the coin in the
boy's hand.

"No, my boy; it is not mine," said
the merchant

"It came rolling down the steps, any-
way."

"Well, you might as well keep it."
"But it has an owner; it isn't mine.'
"Oh, it will not be missed. Why, it's

only a dollar!" and tho gentleman
laughed and passed on.

But the boy stood still, gazing at the
runaway dollar.and wondering to whom
it could belong.

"It doesn't belong to mo, that's cer-
tain," said he, firmly. "It ought to go
back to its owner;" and he went up the
steps and entered the hank.

It was the first time his feet had ever
pressed the beautiful floor of the banking--

room, and he wondered if they
would let hiin remain a moment At a
little window right ahead he saw a man
who was looking over a pile of money,
and in a moment he stood before him.

"Here's a dollar that ran away awhile
ogo," he said, laying the coin on tho
marble in front of the cashier.

"Kan off, did you say?" smiled the
banker. "Why, it has no legs."

The boy smiled himself, but explained
that he had seen tho dollar roll down
the steps of tho bank and on to the
sidewalk, and it was trying to find the
owner.

"Maybo Mr. Ballymore lost it," sug-
gested a young man who overheard the
conversation.

"Old Bally, eh?" returned the cashier.
"You do' know hiin, do you?"

The bauKcr then said that Mr. Bally
more had an office just around the cor
ner; and when the finder of the run-
away dollar replied that he would go
and see, he heard a light laugh, and
walked out with it ringing In his cars.

He found Mr. Ballymorc's office at
the top of two flights of stairs a gruff
old fellow who looked to the boy like
a bear.

"Not mine," said the old broker,
gruffly, looking at the dollar, cor
templuously; "mebbo tho bank lost
it" And that was all the boy could
get out of him.

Nothing was left for the Under of the
runaway dollar but to tako it home,
which he did at last, rather glad, it
must be confessed, that he could not
restore it to its owner, or rather, that if
it had to bo lost, glad he was the one to
find it

It mnde his eyes bright as it lay on
the poor table that night with the
children clustered around it saying
what they would buy with it the next
day. How it gleamed in the lamplight,
looking brighter than ever, and visions
of good things to bo purchased accom
panied the littlo ones to bed.

But the next day the dollar was not
spent Instead, the boy made a little
"bank" out of a box and dropped it in,
concluding that he would wait; some
day its owner might come to light.
There were times when food was scarce
in the house, nnd the family thought of
the runaway dollar, but the boy would
not give his consent to have it taken
from the bank.

One day. just when the banks of the
great city were closing, he happened
to reach the steps down which the dol
lar had rolled in the sunlight a long
time before. As he looked up at the
massive building he saw the cashier
come out, and to his surprise, the man
Beemed to recognize hiin, and beckoned
to him to stop.

"Do you recollect tho dollar that
run avy some time ago?" asked the
cashier.

The boy smiled at once.

"Indeed I do, sir. It was right here
thatlfouniit."

"Did you tver flat! rj owncy far

Rumors of Mysterious Animals 1:1 th
Itural Districts.

Country peoplo are as eager to ac
cept any rumor of a strange and dan
gerous creature in the woixls as they
are to believe ma ghost-stor- lhey
want it to be true; it gives them some-

thing to think about and talk about.
It is to their minds like strong drink to
their palates. It gives a new Interest
to the woods, as the ghost-stor- y gives a

new interest to the old house.
A few years ago tho belief became

current in our neighborhood that a
dangerous wild animal lurked in tho
woods about, now here, now there. It
had been seen in tho dusk. Some big
dogs had encountered it in the night,
and one of them was nearly
killed. Then a calf and a sheep
were reported killed and partly de-

voured. Women and children became
afraid to go through the woods, and
men avoided thein after sundown. Ono

day as I passed an Irishman s Bhanty
that stood in an opening in the woods,
his wife came out with a pail, and
begged leave to accompany me as far as
tho spring, which lay beside the road
some distance into the woods. She
was afraid to go alone for water on ac-

count of tho "wild baste." Then, to
cap tho climax of wild rumors, a horse
was killed. One of my neighbors, an
intelligent man and a good observer,
went up to see the horse. He reported
that a great gash had been eaten in the
top of the horse's neck; that its back
was bitten and scratched, and that he
was convinced it was tho work of some
wild animal like a panther, which had
landed upon the horse's back and fairly
devoured it alive. The horse had run up
and down the field trying to escape, and
finally, m its desperation, had plunged
headlong off a high stone wall by the
barn and been killed. I was compel ed
to accept his story, but I pooh-poohe- d

the conclusions. It was impossible that
we should have a panther in the midst
of us, or, if we hud, that it would attack
and kill a horse. But how eagerly the
people believed it! It tasted good. It
tasted good to me, too, but I could not
believe it It soon turned out that the
horse was killed by another horse, a
vicious beast that had fits of murderous
hatred toward its kind. The sheep and
calf were probably not killed at all, and
the big dogs had had a fight among
themselves. So the panther legend
fa-le- out, and our woods became as
tame and humdrum as before. We can
no, get up anything exciting that will
hold, and have to make the most of
Buch small deer as coons, foxes and
woodchucks. John Burroughs, in Cen
tury.

COLDNESS OF SPACE.

It Is Estimated to be Many Degrees llelowr
the Freezing Point.

We rarely realize, I think, how easily
the earth parts with its heat, and how
cold space is through which the earth
sweeps in its orbit. Nor do we com
monly appreciate how relentlessly spauo
sucks away the heat which the earth
has garnered from tho sunbeams, out
into its illimitable depths. 'Way out
in space is a cold so intense that we
fairly fail to grasp its meaning. Per-

haps three hundred or four hundred
degrees below the freezing-poin- t ol
water, some philosophers think, are the
dark recesses beyond our atmosphere.
And night nnd day, summer and win-
ter, this insatiate space is rob
bing us of our heat, and fighting
with demoniac power to reduce our
globe to its own bitter chill. So,
after all, our summer and winter tern'
pcratures are only maintained by the
residue of the sun's heat which we have
been able to store up and keep hold oi
in spite of the pitiless demands of space.
Our margin sometimes gets so reduced
on nights in winter that we can readily
believe the astronomers and physicists
when they tell us that a reduction of

the sun's heat by seven per cent, and a

slight increase in the number of winter
days would suffice to bring again to our
hemisphere a new age of ice, with its
inevitable desolation. The balance
really a nice one between the heat we
daily gather from the sun and the share
of it which we lose in space. T. Mitch
ell I'rudden, in Harper's Magazine.

A Spoke In Ills Wheel.
They had just been introduced. She

ivns a pretty country girl, and he a
wheelman, vain of his personal appear-
ance when clad in cycling costume.

He I assure you there is scarcely a
man who does not find the wheel suit
most becoming.

She(doubtingly) Indeed!
He As for myself, everybody per-

sists that I look ono hundred per cent.
better in bicyole costume than in an or
dinary business suit

She (innoeentlv) Dear me! How
awful you must look in an ordinary
business suit! Once a Week.

Alters the Case,

Do vou think your father would
ever forgive us if we married without
his consent"

"es, Harold, but 1 know mamma
never would."

"Oh, well, mamma be hanged if the
old man "

"Hut wait, Harold; poor papa hash
a penrjy of his own it's all in mamma's
name!" Chicago News Record.

The lynching of the Rugglcs
brothers at Bedding, Cal., presents
some novel features even to the careful
observer of the methods of vigilantes.
It is probably the first case on record
in which the mob spent an hour and a
half in opening the sheriffs safe to get
the jail keys. Then, again, this was
doubtless the first time on record that
men were hoisted into the air by means
of a crank. Add to th'.s the silence of
the avengers and we get a unique oc-

currence, such as it is to be hoped will
not have a parallel again.

The British'government is building
two gunboats for service on Lake Ny-ass- a.

The presence of the armed ves-

sels on the lake will be of material as-

sistance in arresting the slave trade at
ono of its great sources. Uuqboats al-

ready patrol Lk Tanganyika, for tjj
"

!ro purpos''

out of a rascal to polish him. Kara
Horn.

Man always buries the hatchet
where ho can get at it readily when In
wants it again. Galveston News.

As another proof of woman's ina
bility to keep a secret we notico thfct
while a man covers his suspenders a
woman wears hers openly. Ynnkexs
(Statesman.

Waiting
My namo is Ebenceer

'Tis a name I much desplBo;
And, oh, how quick I'll drop It

When rich Uncle Ebby (Hub!

Harper' Bazar.
Hospital Cook (to dealer in poultry)

'.'Please 6end me up a dozen setting
hens." Dealer "Why setting hens?"
Hospital Cook "So that they will set
on the patients' stomachs, of course."

Wooden "You don't sceem to smile
at my joke. What's the nal'.er, don't
you understand it?" Wag- - -- "Yes. I
understand it, but I was bi ought up
never to laugh at old age." Jester.

All IIo Wants Now. "Mr. Hen- -

pekt loved the woman he married so
much during courtship that ho had no
peace of mind until ho made her his
wife." "Has he peace of mindnow7'
"No; he has a piece of hers every day."
N. Y. Tress.

Visitor "What is the history of
that patient? He looks so happy."
Warden of the Insane Asylum--"H- is.

That man, madam, succeeded in getting
a white vest that fitted him around tho
neck, and it made him insane with
joy." Clothier and Furnisher.

Life's Toilet
"Powder your face with cars,"

80 rends a new cosmetic.
Time will do that, never fear.

Ho has given his word prophetic;
He will powder with eara. and bleach your hair

And give you a poso esthetic.
Detroit Freo Press.

An Accommodating Boy. Old Lady
(sharply to boy in drug store) "I've
been waiting for some time to be wait
ed on, hoy." Boy (meekly) "Yes'm;
wot kin I do fer you?" Old Lady "I
want a two-oe- stamp." Boy (anxious
to please) "Yes'm. Will you have it
licked?" . .

A little eight-year-o- ld Irish boy in
one of our public schools was reproved
by his teacher for some mischief. He
was about to deny his fault, when she
said: "I saw you, Jerry." "les, he
replied, as quick as a flash. "I tell
them there an't much yous don't se
wid them purty black eyes of yourn,
That was the soft answer that turned
away wrath.

Domestic Inequality. Professional
Nurse (who has been met at the door
by tho housemaid) "I come from Dr.
Wiseacre, who said I was needed at tho
house immediately. Is your mistress
very ill?" Housemaid "Oh. no, indeed,
ma'am. Mistress isn't ill at all. It is
the cook. If mistress had been sick
we'd have sent her to the hospital."
Pharmaceutical Era.

THE IDEAL AND THE REAL,

A Student Who Swallowed a Red-H- ot Idea.

Connected with the men and teach
ings of every college are its traditions.
From class to etuss come down certain
stories of men and customs which illus-

trate the ideas of different years. In
tho beginning of the revolution Dr.
Witherspoon was president of Prince-
ton college. Ho was a Scotchman by
birth, and a man of strong common
sense.

It was the fashion of the time to hold
the ideal theory a practical denial of
the existence of matter. Tho ideal phi-
losophy taught that external life, and
what we call the material world, are
the creatures of fancy. This system of
philosophy was even more prevalent at
that time than materialism is at the
present day.

It is said that Dr. Witherspoon, find-
ing it impossible to reason upon this
matter logically with peoplo whoso
minds were on fire with tho ideal the-
ory, entered the class-roo- m one morn-
ing, and in tho course of his remarks
said:

"Young gentlemen, if you think
there is nothing but ideas in the world,
just go out on the campus and butt
your heads against the college walls!
You will at least get an idea of mat-
ter."

On another occasion tho students
were at supper, at long tables with a
tutor presiding at each. There was
one student of the class who did not
believe in the theory of ideas. They
had hot mush and milk for supper; all
at once they wero disturbed by this
student uttering a dreadful cry.

Everybody started up to know what
was the matter. The student said:

"Mr. Tutor, I ask your pardon. I
have just swallowed a red-h- idea."

The tutor bowed, and the apology
was received without any evidence of
amusement Chicago Journal.

MUCH IN A NAME.

Bnt Sometimes It Is Not Altogether Ap- -'

proprlate.
"Come, Mousey," he called from the

head of the cabin stairs as the boat
landed.

The passengers watched, wondering
meanwhile if Mousey were a black and-tan,

or a Skye terrier.
"The boat's nearly there, Birdie," he

called again.
Wero there two of them? All eyes

were strained, but nothing answered to
the call. The whistle of the steamer
blew, and again the man peerd
anxiously down the cabin stairs over
the heads of the crowd.

"Ducky," he called, loudly, "aren't
you ceming?"

No "Ducky" put in appearance and
again he callod in a pleading tone:

"B-a-b-- why don't you huny?
We'll be the last to get to the boat"

Then a woman weighing at least two
hundred and fifty pounds appeared on
the stairway carrying a big lunch
basket, two camp chairs and several
shawls and rugs.

"Im coming, hubby," she said placid-
ly, and everybody who saw her got out
of tbo way as they recalled Mr. Sbaks--,

peare'i pertinent inquiry; "WhV in

ft omaJ" Petrol 1st Fw.

counts for tho day, w discovered that
we were short a dollar. You rc wo t

can determine theso things when we
balance up."

"So you conclude that tho dollar bo
longs to the bank?"

"Yes, but it's no matter now. It's all
settled, and you've had the enjoyment
0 what the runaway dollar brought" '

"But I hnve it still," was the reply;
and tho banker, who was turning away,
stopped aud looked at tho speaker.

"Then I'll take it," said the man, ex-

tending his hand.
May be tho boy thought just then

that tho man was not as liberal-hearte- d

as he looked.
"I'll bring it m he re-

plied, at length, and with "Soo that
you do," the cashier walked awny.

The finder of the coin turned about
and went home. He had found the
owner of the duller, but something
seemed to hold back his hand when ha
went to take it from the littlo bank.
What if the bank on the busy street
had made a mistake ond had not lost
tho dollar? People mako mistakes;
why not bank?

The next day the boy went to the
great building with tho dollar in his
pocket

When he got to the banking room h
found a number of people before hil l,

and had to wait his turn.
His opportunity came after awhile,

and stepping to the window, he pre-

sented himself, to tho cashier, who,

looked over his spectacles surprised.
'Here's the boy with the lost dollar!"

ho exclaimed.
'What!" said tho young man who

kept the hooks of tho bank, "the doll'I
we thought we lost some time ago?"

"The same one, Mr. Henry.".
Mr. Henry colored.
"I find that I made a mistake, saio

ho. "I overlooked tho dollar in mak-

ing up the business for that day. I
confess to you that I was careless.

The cashier turned with a frown gath
ering on his face, but seeing the look of

the young clerk, he said, not very harsh- -

"Banks, as well as people, should not
make mistakes, Mr. Henry. We must
not contract habits of carelessness. A

little care in everything we do will save
us a heap of worry. Some of the small-

est things of life are of great impor
lance. I trust the dollar did not run
away for nothing."

As he concluded, the cashier pushed
the shining coin over the counter ti
the bov, with tho remark that the ac
count was settled it now had no owner.
And the little hand took it back.

Yet that day the dollar was spent for
things that gladdened some childish
eyes in the tall tenement around tho
corner, and thus, after a long hunt for
tin owner, did much good.

The runaway dollar had accomplished
two missions. Besides bringing delight
to some children, it, caused a certain
young clerk to adopt as one of the rulea
of his business life this motto:

"Never overlook small things, and
don't make mistakes."

I think it a pretty good motto, don't
you? Meekly Magnet

MISS DAWDLER.

Find Something to Do and Thus Kscupe
u Hud Fault.

If there is ever any excuse for dawd-
ling, it is when tho thermometer is up
among the nineties.

Nevertheless, girls, don't dawdle!
Believe me, the busy girls are tho

happy girls, and this rule holds good
in summer as well as winter.

The dawdling girls are a heavy cross,
both to themselves and other people.
Who wants to carry a weight in tho
dog-days- ?

"Oh, dear! Such hot weather!"
complains Miss Dawdler, when she
comes to breakfast, and from morning
until evening this is the burden of her
talk ns she lounges through the house,
trj'ing now one room and then another
in search of "a cool spot."

Her health is good and her appetite
excellent Yet "Other folks don't feci
this heat as I do!" she says.

If she were an invalid we might be-

lieve it
Girls, how is it that Miss Dawdler is

so much more uncomfortable than the
rest of her family during tho sultry
weather?

Let us follow this young woman iii
one of her listless pilgrimages and
find, if we can, an answer to the ques-

tion.
First, the shaded dining-roo- There

her mother is making a cold custard .
for dessert -

"Why not settle down to something?"
asks that lady, as she carefully meas
ures out the liquid rennet and stirs it
into the milk.

In the vinc-bower- doorway of the
shed kitchen sits Bridget shelling tha
peas for dinner, tho while she croons an
Irish melody.

"Hot, Miss? Sure, that it, is for
thim that has the toimo to think about
it."

Out upon the sitting-roo- veranda is
Brother Jack, getting his fishing-tackl- e '

"in prime order" for sport.
"For goodness' sake, sis, find tome-thin- g

to do. This is the third time in an
hour you've been bothering, me about
the heat Keep busy and you won't
think of the thermometer."

Need we continue any longer in Miss
Dawdler's company? Have we not
found the answer to our question."
Good Housekeeping.

The Lost slipper.
Grandma lost her slippers. She looked

high and low for them, and so did
mamma and auntie. By and by they
noticed that littlo Jimmie was hr.vii g--

great deal of fun with a new play
He peeped into the oven every minute
or so, and exclaimed: "Most cooked!
Most cooked!" What do you think lie
was baking" without any fire? ' Why, '

grandma's slippers, of course. Youth's
Companion.

Tho Gorman namo for sausage U
wui-Bt-

, Hence when a (I02 ia killed. i '4

fish camo along and wanted part of tho
meal the bass would dart at him and
drive him all around tho pool. Then
ho would como back again and sail
lazily about with his eyes turned up at
Mr. Forson.

There is a great deal of expression in
tho bass' eyes, Mr. Forson thinks, and
ho is qulto convinced that ho has a lot
of fun in his disposition. That is
shown by tho way he teases the sun- -

fish. When food is thrown in tho bass
cats greedily until he has filled his
stomach and then lies down at tho bot-
tom of tha basin and appears to go to
sleep. IIo is utterly motionless, nnd
tho unfortunate sunfish, who has been
lurking in the shndows, afraid to como
out whilo his savago companion is
actively about, is deceived. IIo comes
up swiftly and gulps at a choice tid-

bit But beforo his mouth can clote
over it up comes the bass, with his big
jaws wide opon, and gives tho poor
sunfish a bito that would make him
yell with agony if ho had the power.
Away goes tho sunfish as fast as ever
ho can. Mr. For3on believes that tho
bass actually laughs on such occasions,
for his jaws open and closo and the
drollest of expressions linger about his
eyes. After awhile ho sinks down and
tries to fool tho sunfish again. IIo will
wait most patiently, but tho sunfish
has learned wisdom by many painful
experiences and rarely falls into tha
trap a second time. How tho sunfisi
manages to get enough to cat to keep
alive is a wonder, for tho bass is con-
stantly after him.

Nowadays tbo bass recognizes Mr.
Forson's voice. If Mr. Forson calls to
him up he pops. IIo will also answer
to a whistle or to a peculiar snap of the
fingers, which ho recognizes as belong-
ing exclusively to Mr. Forson.

A reporter for the New York Sun
saw tho bass recently. Ho has grown
to be about eight inches long and Is

very plump. IIo was not In sight when
Mr. Forson and tho reporter entered
tho greenhouse. Mr. Forson stooped
down over one of the pools and
splashed his hand in the water vigor-

ously, and followed this by a snapping
of his fingers. Presently tho bass ap-

peared. His head was near tho sur-

face of tho water, while his tail was
about five inches below it IIo looked
up at Mr.- Forson in a very funny way,
the whites of his eyes showing very
prominently. Mr. Forson held a worm
above tho water and eallec:

"Come, come, now." .

Tho bass wriggled his tail for a min-
ute, and then seemed to gather him-
self for the jump. A moment later ho
flow out of the water and picked tho
worm out of Mr. Forson's fingers. IIo
fell back with a splash, and imme-
diately resumed his former perpendicu-
lar position. IIo smacked his jaws sev-

eral times, showing an enormous mouth,
and moved tho littlo fins tipped with
white under his jaws. IIo watched Mr.
Forson attentively all tho timo and
seemed to pay no attention to the re-

porter.
Mr. Forson held another worm over

tho water. Tho bass braced himself
again for a jump, but just then he
caught sight of the sunfish stealing
along as if looking for a morsel that
tho bass might drop. Like a flash tho
bass darted at the sunfish, anger ap-

parently being stronger than hunger.
Both disappeared for a minute. Then
the bass came back alone, took up his
former position and waited till Mr.
Forson held out tho worm again. Up
ho flew and snapped the worm out of
Mr. Forson's fingers. This he repeated
a number of times, until tho sunfish
ag!in peeped out of the shadows, when
a second chase ensued.

Mr. Forson walked around to another
part of the basin where the water was
overcast by heavy shadows. This was
out of sight of the pool at which he had
been. Ho whistled in a peculiar man-

ner and tho bass came up there. Mr.
Forson put his hand in tho water and
began splashing and the bass came
right up to him.

Mr. Forson says tho bass will allow
him to fondle it and will play with him
as long as he wants to. In fact he is
very fond of fooling and shows his ap-
preciation of it in many ways. Ho will
jump for worms even when he is not
hungry, just for tho sport of it, and will
drop them in the water. He never fails
to keep a sharp lookout for the sun-
fish, however. IIo does not carp very
much for worms, as a rule, but he is
very fond of grasshoppers and crickets.
IIo cavorts in great glee when Mr.
Forson comes to him with theso tidbits
and will do his highhest jumping for
them.

The fame of his performances has
spread all over Yonkcrs, Hastings,
and the neighboring villages and a
great many visitors come to see him.
Very few of them are prepared for his
exhibitions and their surprise at his
intelligence has given rise to his title:
"The Wonder of Greystone."

HUMAN LIFE IN INDIA.

The Little Value riaccd Upon It by Rome
of the Native Races.

Human life in India was not valued
very highly up to the time of British
domination. In fact tho history of tho
pnmitrv is filled with wholesale trnc- -

edics in tho shape of massacres, pesti
lences and so forth. Some princes
were so fond of killing that they would
go hunting for their own subjects in in-

tervals of leisure, destroying them by
wholesale simply for amusement In
one respect the doing away with theso
causes of death has worked unfortu-
nately, inasmuch as it has resulted in an
increase of the people beyond the power
of tho country to sustain them. Tho
population of Bengal has actually
trebled ia the last century. Inas-
much as very early marriago is a' re-

ligious obligation binding on every
Hindoo, quite irrespective of means for
supporting a family, the misfortune
goes on progressively. It is reckoned
that, taking the whole of British India,
fortv million peoplo go through life

! continually hungry, not being oble pot-sibl-

to proenra wq full m?U dull.

A WONDERFUL BASS.

Tho Finny Pet of Groystono, and
Its Many Tricks.

It Jumps from the Water to Snap Bait
lrom the Hand or Its Owner,

and Cornea Whenever
Ho Calls.

It is about two years ngo that John
Forsoa, tho head gardener at Greystone,
the summer homo of tho lato' Samuel J.
Tllden, accompanied by some friends,
went over to tho Grassy Sprain for a
day's fishing. Tho Grassy Sprain is
about a mile- from Greystone, and feeds
tho reservoir which supplies Yonkcrs
and lis suburbs with' water. It was a
hot day. The sun shono straight
clown from the sky and seemed to
bcorch everything.

"You had better tako a pail along.
John," said a companion, "if you want
to get your fish homo in good shapo.
The only way to carry them in this sun
is in a pail of water. They'll bo half
baked beforo you can get them home if
you let the sun got at them."

Mr. Forson thought that a good idea.
60 when the party started one carried
a two quart tin pail for the fish that
they expected to catch. Mr. Forson
lias never ceased congratulating him'
eclf upon that precaution. If it had
not been for that pail tho wonder of
Grcystouo would have died before he
had a chance to exhibit the talents
which havo mado him famous.

Tho fishing was not good that day,
Ferhaps the sun's fierco rays penetrated
into tho limpid waters and caused tho
fish to feel tho same languor that
makes mankind loath to stir on very hot
days. Perhaps the fishermen felt tho
heat so much that they did not angle
with their usual skill. However that
may be, when tho men lay down under
tho trees and ato their noon luncheon
not a single bito had rewarded thoir
repeated casting under the burning
sun. Continued efforts in the after
noon met with no better success, and
they were about to unjoint their poles
and go homo when Mr. Forson s lino
straightened out. The fisherman
hauled in a black bass less than six
inches long but plump and vigorous. Tho
littlo fellow had been hooked through
tho nose, and did not appear to be much
hurt.

Mr. Forson took him off the hook
very gently. Then ho filled tho pail
with water and put tho fish into it.
Ho shook himself for a moment and
then darted about with great rapidity.
Having discovered the boundaries of
his prison he took tilings more easily
and moved about gently and lazily.

"I'll keep him," said Mr. Forson,
thoughtfully, "and put him with tho
carp. lie ought to get along pretty
well with them."

So the baas was carried to Greystone
and put into a pool of clear water. A
lot of palms and varied subtropical
plants grow upon petrified logs piled
in artistic confusion over tho pool. Tho
basin, which is in one of tho green-
houses, is circular and about six feet
acros3. Tho water in it is usually about
two feet deep and is fed by pipes from
tho same reservoir in which the bass
had lived beforo his capture. Tho pet-

rified logs, which came from north-
western New York, look like big
chunks of brown pumice stone. They
have been so arranged that while they
throw deep shadows into tho water
they do not prevent a free circulation
of air. Tho water is hidden by them
in places and only appears in the shapo
of littlo pools between tho logs.

Tho greenhouso, in which tho bass
found a new home, is the center one of
a number devoted to tropical and sub-

tropical plants. Enormous palms, ferns,
cactis and strange ilowering plants fill
every available space. Tho rays of the
sun, which find their way through tho
glass roof over tho basin, are trans-
formed into many colors beforo they
reach tho water, for there are colored
panes of glass at that point On the
hottest days tho greenhouso is only
warm, and on tho coldest tho tempera-
ture i3 comfortable. Thcro are no such
extremes of heat and cold as tho bass
was accustomed to in his former home,
but ho has thrived, nevertheless.

When ho was first dropped into tho
basin ho found tho water occupied by
three German carp and a sunfish. The
carp lasted only a short time. lie must
havo swallowed them whole, for not
even a bone or tail could be found by
Mr. Forson when ho canio to look for
the unfortunates. The sunfish sur-

vived. His sharp exterior bones havo

thus far saved him, but the bass leads
him a sad life.

For come time after ho began his
new life the bass was very shy. A

mere glimpse of his nose, peeping out
of the shadows cast by tho logs, was
all that could bo seen. But Mr. Forson
was patient. He had onco trained some
poldfish to snap worms out of his fin-

gers, and he did not despair of conquer-

ing the bass. The latter showed a groat
col of intelligence, mixed with a spirit

el rcitchioTpvisijrsj, After h! feer of


